seemed to disappear and her smile grew rakish, and carefree
again and I think I never knew her to be so well. I myself
tad grown positively stout: I turned the scales at nearly
eight stone and was mahogany coloured all over. . . . Oh
yes, it was indeed a holiday of holidays, and a snapshot has
remained to bear testimony to it. It is of myself bare-legged,
bare-footed and hatless, looking black in a low-necked
sleeveless juniper and of John in ragged linen slacks and a
ragamuffin hat sitting on the beach beside me, grinning-----
We would spend whole days sometimes over at St.
Tropez and evenings at the then unspoiled Cafe de 1'Escale,
and I remember a cra2y midday climb up to the Citadel-----
I suspect John of having tried to discover for herself the
exact sensations of Christophe Benedit when he climbed
to the Citadel with Jan. Once again, I feel, why should I
try to describe what she has written for ever 2 But at any
rate no one in The Master of the House bathed in a state of
nature at Les Salins, lay in the shallow pools among the hot
seaweed and ate lobsters afterwards at the adnurable res-
taurant that was temporarily established on the beach. I
remember our delight in finding that the beach in ques-
tion was entirely composed of tiny shells and corals; the
sea was a lucent jade-green. With the coming of June
the maytis lost its scent but the nightingales sang even at
midday.
We also went often to Ste. Maxime and St. Raphael and
to all the Htde ports along the coast: Ste. Croix, Le Lavan-
dou and St. Peire and at least a dozen others we visited and
explored. In fact St. Loup-sur-Mer was something of a
composite, though primarily, of course, drawn from St.
Tropez; the characters of the book were purely imaginary,
with possibly one exception. And here I must make a
statement that will inevitably involve a lengthy digression.
102